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TRANSLATOR'S  FOREWORD 

The  translator  deems  it  a  privilege  to  place  before  his 
fellow-Canadians  and  others  an  English  version  of  the 
series  of  short  stories  by  B.  M.  Victor  in,  and,  in 
order  that  the  charm  and  beauty  of  the  works  of  this  author 
may  be  more  fully  appreciated,  the  original  and  the 
translation  are  presented  on  opposite  pages  in  the  same 
volume. 

It  is  a  new  departure  to  offer  stories  in  this  form,  but  it 
is  hoped  that  the  reading  may  prove  an  easy  and  pleasant 
way  of  acquiring  a  better  knowledge  of  **  the  other  "  lan- 
guage. 

Negotiations  are  progressing  favorably  for  the  adoption 
of  this  series  as  text-books  in  certain  of  the  Schools. 

It  is  the  translator's  hope  that  these  little  volumes  may 
also  be  found  useful  to  the  general  public,  as  the  advantage 
of  a  practical  knowledge  of  '*  the  other  "  language  is  uni- 
versally  recognized. 

Any  medium  which  will  tend  to  promote  a  more  intimate 
knowledge  of  the  literature  and  the  mental  attitude  of  our 
French-speaking  fellow-citizens,  seems  worthy  of  welcome, 
because,  with  better  acquaintance,  a  closer  sympathy,  a 
more  fully  cordial  entente  is  always  possible,  no  matter 
how  friendly  may  be  the  relations  between  the  two  great 
sections  of  our  people. 

The  translator  has  in  some  cases  found  it  advisable  to 
deviate  from  the  strict  letter  of  the  text,  in  order  to  con- 
form his  work  with  the  idiom  and  usage  of  worthy  writers 


of  English.  These  variations  include  an  occasional  use 
of  adverbs  for  adjectives,  and  change  in  the  tense  of  verbs, 
but  he  hopes  that  his  version  will  be  approved  as  a  closely 
correct  rendering,  although  necessarily  lacking  in  that  deli'- 
cacy  and  indefinable  charm  which  is  inherent  in  the  work 
of  B.  M.   Victorin. 

The  author  of  "  Récits  Laurentiens  "  was  born  in  the 
Province  of  Quebec,  and  still  has  his  home  here.  His  own 
heart  and  mind  are  an  index  to  the  heart  and  mind  of  his 
people,  and  his  works  in  literature  and  science,  which  have 
gained  for  him  much  prestige  in  his  own  Province,  must 
assuredly  secure  for  him  a  large  measure  of  distinction 
elsewhere. 

These  stories,  as  a  rule,  are  based  on  actual  occurrences, 
with  which  he  had  close  relation. 

'*  yVe  vends  Pas  la  Terre  "  "  The  Old  Farm  Not  For 
Sale,** 

It  was  the  father  of  his  friend  and  colleague,  who  refused 
the  temptation  of  a  large  sum  of  money  offered  for  the  ho- 
mestead which  had  been  in  the  possession  of  the  family  for 
more  than  two  hundred  years. 

"  La  Croix  de  Saint  Norbert  ".     "  The  Wayside  Cross.** 

It  was  his  great- grand-father  who,  as  the  first  pioneer  to 
set  foot  in  the  forest  near  Saint  Norbert,  erected  a  Cross 
on  the  day  of  his  arrival.  Its  successor^  plain  and  wea- 
ther-worn, still  stands  by  the  wayside. 

"  La    Corvee   des   Hamel."         "  The   Chopping   Bee.'* 

It  was  his  grand-uncle  whose  heart  was  broken  by  his 
being  obliged  to  cut  down  his  beautiful  ancestral  elm. 

"  Le  Rosier  de  la  Vierge."     "  The  Madonna's  Rosebush.** 

His  grandmother  related  to  him,  as  a  child,  the  story  of 
the   Madonna's  wonderful  rosebush. 

"  Sur  le  Renchaussage."  "  Farming  on  the  Embank- 
ment." 


It  is  his  own  picture  which  he  draws  as  the  little  boy- 
farmer  of  the  embankment,  whose  spare  time  was  given  to 
trout-fishing,  berry-picking,  pranks  and  picnics. 

"  Charles  Roux."  "  Charles  Roux." 

It  was  his  own  adventure  which  brought  him  into  friend- 
ship with  the  pathetically  mis-understood  Charles  Roux. 

"Jacques  Maillé.''  'The  Northern  Colonist.'' 

It  is  his  own  genius  which  has  conceived,  and  spread 
upon  enduring  canvas  for  our  interest,  yes,  and  for  our 
tears,  the  affecting  story  of  the  "  Northern  Colonists  ", 
with  their  donation  of  two  hundred  loads  of  fire  wood  {a 
fact)  to  the  poor  of  Montreal. 

The  scenes  of  his  stories  are  laid  in  that  demesne  which 
lies  in  the  happy  midway  between  poverty  and  riches  ; 
in  a  land  throbbing  with  steady,  honest  toil  and  homely 
joys,  and  marked  by  devotion  to  its  Church.  These  scenes 
surround  his  own  home,  and  the  homes  of  his  relatives,  and  the 
readers  of  the  original  will  surely  admit  that  he  views  them 
with  the  eye  of  an  artist,  and  describes  them  with  a  poet's 
pen. 

The  translator  feels  that,  however  imperfect  his  own  work 
may  be,  if  it  serves  to  bring  the  attention  of  lovers  of  true 
literature  to  the  little  master-pieces  produced  on  our  own 
soil  by  B.  M.  Victorin,  it  will  by  no  means  have  been  done 
in  vain. 

James  Ferres 
131  Stanley  St., 

Montreal.  November  1922 


^E  chemin  qui,  sortant  de  Québec,  file 
entre  les  haies  d'aubépine  vers  la 
Petite-Rivière  et  l'Ancienne-Lorette 
traverse  une  campagne  vieille  com- 
me la  cognée  française  en  Amérique. 
De  cette  origine  elle  garde  un  air  de 
noblesse  rurale,  de  vastes  fermes 
historiques  où  la  richesse  est  héréditaire  et  nor- 
male, avec,  à  la  croisée  des  chemins,  des  ha- 
meaux tranquilles  qui  vous  ont  de  vieux  noms 
fiançais  délicieux,  attendrissants! 
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HE  road  leaving  Quebec  which  winds 
between  hawthorn  hedges  towards 
Petite  Riviere  and  Ancienne  Lorette, 
crosses  a  country  as  old  as  the  French 
Pioneer's  axe  in  America. 


It  has  kept  from  the  beginning,  an  air  of 
rustic  nobility,  with  vast  historic  farms,  where 
riches  are  hereditary  and  constant,  and  it  has 
quiet  hamlets  at  the  crossroads,  which  retain 
deliciously   endearing   old   French    names. 
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Tout  près,  la  rivière  Saint-Charles,  exsan- 
gue, bordée  de  cerisiers  à  grappe,  de  sureaux 
et  d'asters  blancs,  coule  à  petits  bouillons  sur 
ses  cailloux  polis.  Les  deux  routes,  celle  du 
Nord  et  celle  du  Sud,  Tenjambent  tour  à  tour 
et  d'une  seule  arche  sur  de  petits  ponts  de  bois 
d'un  archaïsme  charmant.  Derrière  les  feuil- 
lages, on  devine  plutôt  qu'on  ne  voit  des  mai- 
sons retirées  et  d'antiques  moulins  bâtis  au 
temps  des  Français.  Voici  le  hameau  des  Sau- 
les, carrefour  de  rivières  et  de  routes  où,  tout 
le  jour,  devant  la  boutique  du  maréchal-f errant 
défilent,  au  pas,  les  voyages  de  foin  descendant 
de  l'Ormière. 

Tournez  à  gauche  et  prenez  vers  l'Ancien- 
ne-Lorette.  Le  paysage  s'agrandit.  D'un  cô- 
té, l'église  de  Sainte-Foy  s'agenouille  à  flanc  de 
coteau  et  vers  le  nord,  sur  les  premières  pentes 
des  Lauren  tides,  comme  des  bijoux  d'argent  sur 
un  écrin  vert,  les  clochers  des  deux  Lorettes 
brillent  dans  la  montée  des  arbres  innombrables. 

Le  chemin  va  tout  droit  entre  de  vieux 
saules  et  de  grandes  maisons  dérobées  derrière 
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Near  at  hand,  the  River  Saint  Charles, 
bordered  with  choke-cherries,  alders  and  white 
asters,  rolls  languidly  with  little  bubbles  over 
its  smooth  stones.  Two  roads.  North  and  South 
span  it  by  turns,  and  with  a  single  arch,  on 
charming  little  old-fashioned  bridges  Through 
the  foHage,  one  guesses  at,  rather  than  sees, 
secluded  houses  and  ancient  mills  built  under 
the  French  regime.  Here  is  the  Saules  ham- 
let, where  crossroads  meet  near  the  river,  and 
where  loads  of  hay,  coming  down  from  de  L'Or- 
miere,  pass  in  slow  procession  all  day  long,  in 
front  of  the  smithy. 

Turn  to  the  left,  and  take  the  road  towards 
Ancient  Lorette.  The  landscape  opens  out. 
On  one  side,  the  Saint  Foy  Church  nestles  at 
the  side  of  a  hill,  and,  towards  the  North,  on  the 
first  slopes  of  the  Laurentides,  like  silver  jewels 
on  a  green  casket,  the  steeples  of  the  two  Loret- 
tes  ghtter  amid  the  rising  sweep  of  innumerable 
trees. 

The  road  leads  straight  along  between  two 
old  willows,  and  large  houses  half  hidden  behind 
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un  joli  parterre  et  une  haie  d'aubépine.  Arrê- 
tez !  Voici  à  cent  pas  vers  la  droite  la  maison  des 
Hamel.  On  l'appelle  comme  ça  par  ici.  Elle 
est  petite  et  nue  ;  des  planches  pourries,  clou- 
ées de  travers,  condamnent  la  porte  et  les  fenê- 
tres. Il  n'y  a  pas  d'arbres  alentour.  Les  her- 
bes dures,  maîtresses  de  l'avenue,  cachent  les 
ornières.  L'oseille  sauvage  et  les  verges  d'or 
ont  envahi  le  jardin  devant  la  porte,  et  seuls, 
rappelant  des  cultures  anciennes,  de  vieux  ro- 
siers, bardés  d'épines,  fleurissent  encore  près 
du  ponceau  vermoulu  et  de  la  barrière  en  ruine. 
Mais  il  y  a  là,  tout  près,  attirant  forcément  l'at- 
tention, et  émergnant  encore  de  la  végétation 
folle  qui  monte  autour  d'elle,  une  souche  colossa- 
le d'où,  comme  de  noirs  serpents,  d'énormes 
racines  descendent,  rampent  sur  le  talus,  tra- 
versent le  fossé  et  disparaissent  sous  le  maca- 
dam du  chemin. 

C'est,  hélas  !  tout  ce  qui  reste  de  l'orme 
des  Hamel. 
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a  neat  lawn  and  a  hawthorn  hedge.  Stay  ! 
a  hundred  paces  to  the  right  is  the  Hamel  home- 
stead. That  is  what  they  call  it  here.  It  is 
small  and  bare,  decaying  boards,  nailed  across, 
close  up  the  door  and  windows.  There  are  no 
trees  near  it.  Stiff  weeds,  mistresses  of  the 
avenue,  hide  the  wheeltracks.  Wild  sorrel  and 
goldenrod  have  overrun  the  garden  before  the 
door,  some  old  rosebushes,  only,  bristling  with 
thorns  and  recalling  the  former  cultivation, 
still  flourish  beside  the  worm-eaten  bridge  over 
the  ditch  and  the  broken-down  gate.  But 
there  is  a  colossal  stump  there,  which  forcibly 
attracts  attention,  standing  out  amid  the  lush 
vegetation  which  chmbs  over  it,  and  from  which, 
like  black  snakes,  enormous  roots  spread,  creep- 
ing over  the  declivity,  crossing  the  ditch  and 
disappearing  under  the  macadam  of  the  road. 

That,  alas  !  is  all  that  remains  of  the  Ha- 
mel elmtree. 
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Le  dernier  habitant  de  cette  maison  fut  le 
défunt  Simeon  Hamel,  mon  grand  oncle,  que 
j'ai  bien  connu  !  La  mort  lui  avait  pris  tous  ses 
enfants  et  il  vivait  sur  le  hien^  seul  avec  Marie, 
sa  femme,  une  bonne  vieille  qui  avait  un  fin 
petit  visage  plissé  et  qui  nous  laissait  sans  bou- 
gonner, grappiller   dans   ses    cerisiers. 

Quelle  famille,  mes  amis,  que  ces  Hamel  ! 
Il  y  avait  chez  grand'mère  une  extraordinaire 
photographie,  et  nous  autres,  les  enfants,  quand 
on  nous  emmenait  le  dimanche  souper  à  Loret- 
te,  nous  passions  de  longues  minutes,  un  doigt 
dans  la  bouche  et  silencieux,  à  regarder  dans  le 
cadre  ces  dix-neuf  frères  et  sœurs,  tous  vieux  à 
barbe  et  vieilles  à  capine,  et  dont  le  plus  jeu- 
ne,—  c'était  défunt  mon  grand-oncle  —  avait 
alors  passé  cinquante  ans  ! 

Et  c'est  là  qu'ils  étaient  tous  nés  dans  la 
petite  maison  grise  qui  n'avait  en  avant  qu'une 
porte  et  deux  fenêtres  et  autour  de  laquelle 
courait  un   bon   renchaussage  retenu   par  des. 
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*      * 

The  last  occupant  of  this  house  was  the 
late  Simeon  Hamel,  my  granduncle,  whom  I 
used  to  know  well.  Death  had  bereaved  him 
of  all  his  children,  and  he  lived  alone  on  the 
property  with  his  wife  Marie,  a  dear  old  lady 
with  a  fine  little  wrinkled  face,  who  never 
made  any  objection  when  we  went  picking 
cherries  from  her  trees. 

What  a  family,  my  friends,  were  these 
Hamels  !  At  my  Grandmother's  there  was 
an  extraordinary  photograph,  and  we  children, 
when  taken  to  Lorette  for  supper  on  Sunday, 
used  to  spend  long  minutes,  silently,  and  with 
finger  in  mouth,  looking  at  these  nineteen  bro- 
thers and  sisters  in  the  frame,  the  former  with 
beards  and  the  latter  wearing  linen  caps,  and 
the  youngest  of  them,  my  late  granduncle,  was 
then  over  fifty  years  old  ! 

And  that  is  where  they  were  all  born,  in 
that  little  grey  house,  which  had  only  the  door 
and  two  windows  in  front,  and  around  which 
ran  a  good  banking  of  earth,  held  in  place  by 


14  LA    CORVÉE    DES    HAMEL 

poutres  de  cèdre.  La  terre  descendait  en  pen- 
te douce  vers  Sainte-Foy,  jusque  dans  ^^  la 
Suète  ^',  belle  terre,  ma  foi,  encore  assez  fécon- 
de après  trois  siècles  de  culture  pour  nourrir 
vcette  formidable  lignée. 

On  connaissait  le  bien  des  Hamel  de  dix 
paroisses  à  la  ronde,  à  cause  de  l'orme  gigantes- 
que planté  au  bord  de  la  route,  Forme  bien  des 
fois  centenaire,  plus  vieux  que  l'histoire,  aussi 
solidement  établi  dans  la  légende  que  dans 
la  terre.  Il  était  gros  quand  l'homme  blanc 
parut  aux  rives  du  Saint-Laurent  et  les  sauva- 
ges le  disaient  habité  par  un  puissant  manitou. 
Durant  cent  cinquante  ans,  sur  le  chemin  du 
Roy  qui  poudroyait  à  ses  pieds,  il  avait  vu  passer 
les  beaux  soldats  de  France  et  l'on  racontait 
qu'à  son  ombre  le  marquis  de  Montcalm  avait 
fait  reposer  plus  d'une  fois  ses  vaillants  grena- 
diers. Il  y  a  quelque  trente  ans,  on  voyait  en- 
core de  la  galerie  de  mon  grand-oncle  deux  au- 
tres arbres  semblables,  l'un  sur  les  hauteurs  de 
Sainte-Foy,  l'autre  vers  Lorette-des-Indiens, 
et,  chose  curieuse  que  grand'mère  m'a  souvent 
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cedar  timbers.  The  farm  sloped  gently  tow- 
ards Saint  Foy,  down  into  ^^  La  Suete  ^\  a 
beautiful  farm,  upon  my  word,  and  even  yet, 
after  three  centuries  of  cultivation,  fertile 
enough  to  support  this  formidable  brood. 

The  Hamel  property  was  known  through 
ten  parishes  roundabout,  because  of  the  gigant- 
ic elm  growing  beside  the  road,  an  elm  many 
times  a  centenarian,  older  than  history,  as 
sohdly  estabhshed  in  legend  as  in  the  ground. 
It  was  well-grown  when  the  white  man  first 
appeared  on  the  banks  of  the  Saint  Lawrence, 
and  the  Indians  used  to  say  it  was  dwelt  in  by 
a  powerful  manitou.  For  a  hundred  and  fifty 
years  it  had  seen  the  gallant  soldiers  of  France 
pass  by  on  the  King^s  Road,  which  dustily 
wound  past  its  foot,  and  there  is  a  legend  that 
the  Marquis  of  Montcalm  more  than  once  let 
his  valiant  grenadiers  rest  under  its  shade. 
Some  thirty  years  ago,  two  other  trees  very 
like  it  were  still  to  be  seen  from  my  granduncle's 
verandah,  one  on  the  heights  of  St.  Foy,  the 
other  towards  Indian  Lorette,  and  my  grand- 
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affirmée  quand  je  lui  tenais  Fécheveau,  ces  or- 
mes appartenaient  à  des  Hamel  n^ ayant  entre 
eux  et  avec  nous  aucun  lien  de  parenté. 

L'orme  de  l'oncle  Simeon  avait  trente-six 
pieds  de  tour  à  hauteur  d'homme.  Oui,  trente- 
six  pieds,  bien  mesurés  à  la  corde  !  Le  diman- 
che, quand  nous  étions  chez  grand-père,  à  quel- 
ques arpents  de  là,  nous  coupions  à  travers  l'a- 
voine pour  venir  entourer  le  géant  de  la  couron- 
ne de  nos  petits  bras.  Et  je  pense  aujourd'hui 
à  la  scène  délicieuse  que  cela  faisait,  à  ces  ar- 
dents papillons  d'un  jour  que  sont  les  enfants, 
posés  pour  un  instant  sur  le  pied  noir  du  vieil 
arbre,  à  ces  cris,  à  ces  rires  qui  fusaient  vers  la 
cime  et  s'harmonisaient  avec  le  babil  des  oi- 
seaux sur  le  seuil  des  nids  innombrables  ! 

Ah  !  l'orme  des  Hamel  !  L'oncle  Simeon 
pouvait  labourer  loin  de  l'autre  côté  du  chemin 
sans  quitter  son  ombre,  et  souvent  aussi,  le 
soc  plantait  tout  droit  et  l'attelage  s'arrêtait 
court  :  la  charrue  venait  de  toucher  une  raci- 
ne !  Simeon  regardait  alors  avec  orgufeil  pen- 
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mother  used  often  to  tell  me  a  curious  thing 
while  I  was  holding  her  skein  of  wool,  which 
was  that  those  two  elms  also  belonged  to  Ha- 
mels,  but  who  were  not  related  either  to 
each  other  or  to  us. 

Uncle  Simeon's  elmtree  was,  at  a  man's 
height,  thirty-six  feet  in  circumference.  Yes, 
thirty-six  feet,  by  actual  measurement  with  a 
cord  !  On  Sundays,  when  we  used  to  go  to 
my  grandfather's,  at  a  point  some  acres  distant, 
we  would  cut  across  the  oat-field,  to  come  and 
try  to  encircle  the  crown  giant  with  our  little 
arms.  I  think  today  of  the  delightful  scene  which 
that  used  to  make,  of  those  ardent  ephemeral 
butterflies  which  children  are,  of  the  shrieks  of 
laughter  which  went  mingling  towards  the  top, 
and  harmonized  with  the  twittering  of  the  birds 
on  the  edges  of  innumerable  nests  ! 

Oh  !  the  Hamel  elmtree  !  Uncle  Simeon 
might  be  working  far  on  the  other  side  of  the 
road  without  leaving  its  shade,  often,  too,  the 
plowshare  would  stick,  and  the  team  stop  short, 
the  plow  had  just  struck  a  root  !  Simeon  would 
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dant  un  instant  l'arbre  superbe  ;  puis,  passant 
les  guides  à  son  cou  et  assujettissant  sa  pipe 
entre  ses  dents,  il  tirait  dur  sur  les  manchons^ 
commandait  les  chevaux  et  continuait  le  sillon 
commencé. 

L'orme  des  Hamel  !  Je  Tai  vu  bien  des  fois 
et  sous  toutes  les  lumières.  Je  l'ai  vu  quand  le 
printemps  commençait  à  peine  à  tisser  la  gaze 
légère  des  jeunes  feuilles,  sans  masquer  encore 
la  musculature  puissante  des  grosses  branches. 
Je  l'ai  vu  aux  petites  heures,  sensible  à  la  pri- 
me caresse  du  soleil,  accueiUir  avec  un  profond 
murmure  la  fine  brise  du  matin.  Mais  c'est 
surtout  le  soir,  quand  nous  redescendions  vers 
Québec,  qu'il  était  beau.  Je  manquais  de 
mots  alors,  mais  les  images  sont  là,  très  nettes, 
dans  ma  mémoire.  La  lumière  horizontale 
retouchait  la  forte  tête  et  charpentait  d'or  bru- 
ni le  baldaquin  immense  royalement  dressé 
dans  le  ciel  apâli.  Puis,  avec  la  retombée  du 
soleil,  les  verts  se  fonçaient,  des  trous  noirs  se 
creusaient  dans  la  masse  lumineuse,  et  peu  à 
peu,  à  mesure  que  l'ombre  montait  derrière,  le 
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then  look  proudly  for  a  moment  at  the  superb 
tree,  then  passing  the  reins  round  his  neck  and 
adjusting  his  pipe  between  his  teeth,  would 
pull  hard  at  the  handles,  drive  the  horses  on 
and  continue  the  furrow  he  had  begun. 

The  Hamel  elmtree  !  I  have  seen  it  ma- 
ny times  and  under  every  light.  I  have  seen 
it  when  the  Spring  was  just  beginning  to  weave 
the  fragile  gauze  of  the  green  leaves,  without 
yet  disguising  the  powerful  sinews  of  the  great 
branches.  I  have  seen  it  in  the  early  hours, 
responsive  to  the  first  kiss  of  the  sun,  greet  with 
a  deep  murmur  the  fine  morning  breeze.  But 
above  all,  it  was  in  the  evening  when  we  were 
going  back  towards  Quebec,  that  it  was  beauti- 
ful. I  could  then  find  no  words,  but  the  ima- 
ges are  there,  most  clearly,  in  my  memory. 
The  horizontal  light  was  retouching  its  noble 
crown,  and  glossing  with  burnished  gold  the 
immense  canopy  so  royally  outlined  against 
the  paling  sky.  Then,  with  the  further  decline 
of  the  sun,  the  greens  were  shaded,  dark  spaces 
deepened  in  the  luminous  mass,  and,  little  by 
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charme  s'éteignait  doucement  !  Vers  l'heure 
où  notre  voiture  passait  au  pas  sur  le  pont  Ra- 
deau, l'orme  des  Hamel  se  fondait  dans  la  gran- 
de nuit. 

Or,  un  soir  que,  après  souper,  Simeon,  assis 
sur  le  bord  de  son  renchaussage,  fumait  silen- 
cieusement sa  pipe  en  regardant  la  buée  violet- 
te s'élever  au  fond  de  'Ma  Suète  ",  il  vit  son  voi- 
sin Charles  Paradis,  ouvrir  la  barrière  et  re- 
monter l'allée. 

—  Bonsoir    Charles  ! 

—  Bonsoir,  Simeon  !  Ça  va,  les  labours  ? 

—  Oui.  Mes  deux  grandes  pièces  sont  fai- 
tes.    Demain  je  fais  la  terre  noire. 

Le  silence  tomba  entre  les  deux  hommes. 
Charles  était  dans  la  quarantaine,  grand,  un  peu 
voûté,  gris  aux  tempes.  Il  fumait,  debout,  les. 
mains  passées  sous  les  bretelles  de  cuir. 

—  Simeon,  dit  enfin  Charles,  j'ai  à  te  parler. 
Tu  sais  que  ton  orme  est  vieux  et  pourri.     La 
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little,  while  the  shadows  dimbed  up  behind  it, 
the  charm  slowly  melted  away  !  Towards  the 
time  when  our  waggon  slowly  passed  over  the 
Radeau  bridge,  the  Hamel  elm  was  swallowed 
up  in  the  great  darkness. 

There  came  an  evening  when  Simeon, 
seated  after  supper  at  the  edge  of  the  em- 
bankment surrounding  the  foundations  of  his 
house,  was  silently  smoking  his  pipe,  and  watch- 
ing the  purple  mist  rising  from  the  foot  of  ^^  La 
Suete  ^\  He  saw  his  neighbor  Charles  Paradis 
open  the  gate  and  come  up  the  lane. 

^'  Good    evening,    Charles.'' 

^'  Good    evening,    Simeon  !  Work    going 
along  all  right  ?". 

^^  Yes.  My  two  large  fields  are  done. 
Tomorrow  I  am  doing  the  black  loam." 

Silence  fell  between  the  two  men.  Charles 
was  in  his  forties,  stooped  slightly,  turning  grey. 
He  was  standing  smoking,  with  his  hands  pass- 
ed through  his  leather  braces.  ^^  Simeon  ", 
said  Charles  at  last,  '^  I  have  something  to  say  to 
you.     You  know  your  elm  is  old  and  rotten. 
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dernière  tempête  a  encore  jeté  une  grosse  bran- 
che sur  ma  remise  ! 

—  Tu  veux  m'en  faire  coûter  ?  dit  Simeon 
en  secouant  sur  son  pied  la  cendre  de  sa  pipe. 

—  Non,  Simeon,  c'est  pas  pour  l'argent, 
mais  la  branche  a  failli  tuer  un  de  mes  petits 
gars.  Quelque  beau  jour  cet  arbre-là,  nous 
tombera  sur  la  tête  ! 

—  Il  est  encore  solide  !  Il  est  vieux,  quoi  ! 
Un  arbre  ça  perd  des  branches  comme  nous 
autres  nous  perdons  des  cheveux.  On  ne 
meurt  pas  de  ça  !  Nous  serons  tous  les  deux 
dans  la  terre  avant  lui  ! 

Charles  hocha  la  tête. 

- —  Écoute,  Simeon,  on  en  parlait  sur  le 
perron  de  l'église  dimanche,  et  dans  le  rang  de  la 
Petite-Rivière,  tout  le  monde  pense  comme 
moi  :  tu  devrais  le  couper  avant  qu'il  arrive  un 
malheur. 

—  Le  couper  ! 

En  disant  ces  mots  le  vieillard  avait  retiré 
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the  last  storm  threw  a  big  Hmb  on  my  shed 
again  !  ^' 

^'  You  want  to  put  me  to  costs  ?''  said 
Simeon,  shaking  out  the  ashes  from  his  pipe 

^^  No,  Simeon,  it  is  not  for  money,  but  the 
branch  came  near  killing  one  of  my  young  ones. 
Some  fine  day  that  tree  will  fall  down  on  our 
heads  !^^ 

^^  It  is  still  sound  !  It  is  old,  all  right  ! 
A  tree  sheds  its  branches  just  as  we  shed  our 
hair.  We  don't  die  of  that  !  We  shall  both 
be  under  ground  before  that  tree  falls  !  '^ 

Charles  shook  his  head. 

"  Listen,  Simeon,  they  were  talking  about 
it  on  the  steps  of  the  Church  on  Sunday,  and 
in  the  Little  River  concession,  everj^one  thinks 
as  I  do,  you  must  cut  it  down  before  some 
thing   happens. '^ 

''  Cut  it  down  !!!!'' 

With  these  words  the  old  man  had  put 


Tu  veux  m'en  faire  coûter  ?  You  want  to  put  me  to  costs? 
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sa  pipe  et  restait  là,  en  arrêt,  les  yeux  agrandis 
devant  cette  conjoncture  à  laquelle  il  n'avait 
jamais  songé. 

—  Oui,  continua  Charles,  faudra  que  tu  te 
décides.  J'ai  vu  un  avocat,  on  peut  t'obliger. 
Mais  nous  sommes  de  bons  voisins,  n'est-ce  pas  ? 
Et  alors 

Effrayé  d'en  avoir  tant  dit,  Charles  Para- 
dis tourna  sur  ses  talons  et  rentra  chez  lui  à 
grands  pas,  tandis  que  Simeon,  atterré,  les 
pieds  dans  l'herbe,  regardait  son  arbre  dont  la 
cime  bruissante  s'enténébrait  peu  à  peu. 

Cette  nuit-là,  il  ne  dormit  pas.  Marie, 
comme  bien  l'on  pense,  avait  tout  entendu,  et 
le  lendemain,  ce  fut  dans  la  vieille  demeure 
sans  enfant  comme  une  menace  de  mort  pla- 
nant sur  un  fils  unique.  L'homme  s'endiman- 
cha,  attela  le  blond  sur  la  belle  voiture,  et  des- 
cendit au  petit  trot  vers  Québec.  Quand  il 
revint  vers  deux  heures  de  relevée,  Marie  put 
lire  sur  la  figure  de  Simeon  la  sentence  du  vieil 
arbre.  Elle  sortit  de  la  commode  ce  qu'il  faut 
pour  écrire,  remua  la  bouteille  d'encre  Antoine 
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away  his  pipe,  and  sat  there,  dumb,  his  eyes 
staring  before  this  proposition,  of  which  he  had 
never   dreamed. 

"  Yes  ^\  continued  Charles,  ^^  you  must 
decide.  I  have  seen  a  lawyer,  you  can  be  forced 
to  do  it.  But  we  are  good  neighbors,  aren^t 
we?.     And    then— '^ 

Frightened  at  having  said  so  much  about 
it,  Charles  Paradis  turned  on  his  heel  and  went 
hurriedly  home,  while  Simeon,  rooted  to  the 
ground,  his  feet  in  the  long  grass,  gazed  on  his 
tree,  whose  rusthng  branches  were  darkening 
Httle  by  httle. 

All  that  night,  he  could  not  sleep.  Marie, 
as  you  may  think,  had  heard  everything,  and 
the  next  day  in  that  childless  dwelling  it  was 
like  the  menace  of  death  hovering  over  an  only 
son.  Simeon  donned  his  Sunday  clothes,  har- 
nessed his  grey  to  the  best  waggon,  and  went 
down  at  a  slow  trot  towards  Quebec.  When  he 
came  back  about  two  in  the  afternoon,  Marie 
could  read  the  death-sentence  of  the  old  tree 
on  Simeon^s  face.     She  brought  out  what  was 
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jaunie  par  le  temps,  et  sa  vieille  main  tremblan- 
te, en  quelques  lignes  laborieuses,  apprit  aux 
Hamel  —  aux  vieux  —  la  triste  nouvelle  et  les 
invita  pour  une  corvée  après  les  semences. 


* 
*     * 


Ce  matin-là,  le  soleil  se  leva  insolemment 
radieux.  La  pluie  de  la  veille  avait  lavé  le  ciel 
et  donné  une  voix  claire  à  toutes  les  rigoles  dé- 
gorgeant dans  le  fossé.  La  rosée  brillait  sur  les 
pétales  rouges  des  pivoines  et  une  odeur  capi- 
teuse venant  des  haies  d'aubépine  flottait  dans 
l'air  rajeuni. 

Dès  sept  heures,  on  vit  arriver  à  pied,  sa 
hache  sur  le  dos  et  suivi  de  son  chien,  Jean  Ha- 
mel, de  FOrmière.  Puis  une  petite  charrette 
à  deux  roues  fit  sonner  le  pontage  :  c'était  Louis 
Hamel,  des  Grands-Déserts,  avec  sa  vieille. 
Comme  on  s'y  attendait,  Julie,  la  veuve,  arri- 
va de  Québec  par  l'omnibus.  Vers  neuf  heures, 
Charles  Hamel,  depuis  trente  ans  bedeau  aux 
Ecureuils,  descendit  de  la  voiture  de  son  curé. 
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needed  for  writing  from  the  drawer,  shook  up 
the  bottle  of  Antoine  ink  yellowing  with  age, 
and  in  a  few  labored  lines,  written  with  trem- 
bling hand,  informed  the  Hamels,  the  older  ones, 
of  the  sad  news,  and  invited  them  to  come  to  a 
^^  Bee  '^  after  the  sowing. 

* 
*     * 

—  That  morning,  the  sun  rose  uncommon- 
ly bright.  The  rain  of  the  evening  before  had 
washed  the  sky,  and  given  a  clear  voice  to  the 
little  furrows  leading  into  the  ditch.  The  dew- 
was  sparkling  on  the  red  petals  of  the  peonies, 
and  a  thrilling  odour  coming  from  the  hawthorn 
hedges  was  floating  in  the  freshened  air.  Jean 
Hamel  from  TOrmiere,  with  axe  on  shoulder 
and  followed  by  his  dog,  was  seen  arriving  on 
foot  at  seven  o^clock.  Then  a  little  two-wheeled 
cart  rattled  the  crossing  of  the  ditch  ;  it  was 
Louis  Hamel,  from  Grand  Deserts,  with  his 
wife.  As  was  expected,  Julie,  the  widow,  came 
from  Quebec  by  omnibus.  About  nine,  Charles 
Hamel,  for  thirty  years  sexton  of  les  Ecureuils, 
got  down  from  his  Curées  buggy.     And  one  after 
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Et  successivement  tous  les  autres  Hamel,  hom- 
mes et  femmes,  tous  gens  d^âge  et  en  cheveux 
blancs,  parurent  à  la  barrière  du  chemin. 

On  savait  qu'il  viendrait,  et  pourtant  une 
émotion  saisit  tous  les  anciens,  quand  Joson, 
l'aîné  de  la  famille  —  âgé  de  quatre-vingt-dix- 
sept  ans,  et  à  demi  paralysé  —  entra  dans  la 
vieille  maison,  tenu  sous  les  bras  par  deux  de 
ses  arrière-petits-fils. 

A  ce  moment,  V Angélus  s'épandit  sur  la 
campagne,  passa  par-dessus  les  sapins  du  petit 
bois  et  atteignit  la  demeure  des  Hamel.  Par  ce 
midi  lumineux  de  printemps,  la  voix  joyeuse 
des  cloches  chrétiennes  s'en  allait  à  travers 
champs,  bénissant  la  semence  dans  la  terre,  le 
fruit  nouveau  sur  la  branche.  Elle  pénétrait 
dans  les  fermes  par  les  portes  et  les  fenêtres 
ouvertes  et  bénissait  les  familles  en  prière  au- 
tour de  la  soupe  fumante.  Pour  tous  les  vieux 
Hamel,  hélas  !  elle  ne  sonnait  qu'un  glas  !  Ils 
songeaient  au  vieil  arbre  qui  avait  entendu  le 
premier  Angélus  tinter  là-haut  pour  les  pauvres 
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another  all  the  other  Hamels,  men  and  women, 
all  elderly  people  with  grey  hair,  appeared  before 
the  roadside  gate. 

It  was  known  that  he  would  come,  but 
all  the  old  people  were  visibly  affetced,  when 
Joson,  the  eldest  of  the  family,  ninety-seven 
years  of  age  and  half  paral3^sed,  came  into 
the  old  house  held  under  the  arms  by  two  of 
his   great-grand-children. 

At  this  moment  the  Angelus  flooded  the 
country,  passing  over  the  spruce  in  the  little 
wood,  and  reaching  the  Hamel  homestead. 
Through  this  brilliant  noon  of  spring,  the  glad 
voice  of  the  Christian  bells  floated  across  the 
fields,  blessing  the  seed  in  the  ground,  the  new 
fruit  on  the  branch.  It  filled  the  farm-houses 
through  the  open  doors  and  windows  and  blessed 
the  families  saying  grace  before  the  steaming 
souptureen.  For  all  the  old  Hamels,  alas  !  it 
was  sounding  only  a  knell  !  They  were  think- 
ing of  the  old  tree,  which  had  heard  the  first 
Angelus  pealing  over  there  for  the  poor  fugitive 
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Hurons  fugitifs  et  qui  allait  à  son  tour  se  cou- 
cher dans  la  mort. 

Le  dîner  fut  simple  et  triste.  La  conver- 
sation de  toutes  ces  vieilles  gens  était  dans  le 
passé,  et  le  passé  est  peuplé  de  fantômes  éva- 
nouis, de  bonheurs  brisés  et  de  cercueils. 

Vers  deux  heures,  les  hommes  s'étant  con- 
sultés du  regard,  ôtèrent  leurs  gilets  et  allèrent 
à  la  meule  aiguiser  les  haches.  Sur  la  route, 
les  voisins  et  les  gens  du  village  causaient  par 
petits  groupes  ;  les  enfants,  pieds  nus,  passaient 
et  repassaient  en  courant,  un  brin  de  mil  à  la 
bouche,  faisant  siffler  dans  l'air  des  harts  de  cor- 
nouiller. 

Enfin,  Simeon  Hamel,  tenant  sa  hache  près 
du  fer,  sortit  de  la  remise  et  s'engagea  dans  la 
descente.  Ses  frères,  quelques-uns  munis  de 
haches  aussi,  le  suivaient.  Parmi  les  vieilles 
silencieuses,  Joson  resta  dans  la  porte,  écroulé 
dans  un  petit  fauteuil,  pleurant  dans  sa  barbe 
blanche  qui  tremblait.  Il  y  avait  quelque  cho- 
se d'inouï  dans  ce  défilé  de  vieux  terriens  aux 
visages  travaillés  par  la  vie,  et  tous  du  même 
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Hurons,  and  which  was  going  in  its  turn  to  he 
down  in  death. 

The  dinner  was  plain  and  sad.  The  con- 
versation of  these  old  folks  was  of  the  past,  and 
the  past  is  peopled  w^th  vanished  phantoms, 
burials  and  broken  hopes. 

About  two  o^clock,  the  men,  having  given 
each  other  a  reminding  look,  took  off  their  coats 
and  went  to  the  grindstone  to  sharpen  their 
axes.  Out  on  the  road,  the  neighbors  and  villa- 
gers were  talking  in  little  groups  :  bare-footed 
children  ran  to  and  fro,  a  blade  of  grass  in  their 
mouths,  making  switches  of  dog-berry  whistle 
through  the  air. 

At  last,  Simeon  Hamel,  holding  his  axe 
near  the  head,  came  out  of  the  shed  and 
walked  down  the  path.  His  brothers,  some  of 
them  armed  with  axes  also,  followed  him.  Jo- 
son,  sunk  in  a  little  armchair  and  weeping  into 
his  trembhng  white  beard,  stayed  in  the  porch 
among  the  silent  old  wumen.  There  was 
something  strange  in  this  group  of  old  peasants 
all   of   the   same   blood,  and    with    faces    fur- 
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sang,  s^en  allant  frapper  Tarbre  qui  avait  vu 
naître  et  mourir  tous  les  Hamel,  tous  leurs  an- 
cêtres, même  ceux  dont  on  ne  parle  plus  mais 
dont  on  lit  les  noms  en  première  page  au  regis- 
tre de  TAncienne-Lorette.  En  cette  minute, 
ils  songeaient  tous  aux  hers  sur  lesquels  Forme 
avait  veillé  dans  les  grandes  chaleurs,  aux  joy- 
euses voiturées  qu'il  avait  vues  sortir  au  grand 
trot  les  matins  des  noces  et  aux  nombreux  cer- 
cueils qui  avaient  une  dernière  fois,  et  lente- 
ment, passé  dans  son  ombre  avant  de  descen- 
dre à  la  terre. 

On  avait  décidé  de  faire  tomber  le  géant 
sur  le  chemin  parce  qu'il  penchait  un  peu  de  ce 
côté  et  que,  au-delà,  il  n'y  avait  point  de  cons- 
truction. Simeon  fit  un  grand  signe  de  croix 
que  tous  les  assistants  répétèrent  et  donna  le 
premier  coup  dans  l'écorce.  Sans  tarder,  la 
hache  de  Jean  s'éleva,  tournoya,  retomba  à  an- 
gle et  fit  voler  dans  l'air  un  gros  copeau  noir. 
Les  coups  répétés  se  répercutèrent  sur  la  vieille 
maison,  et  il  sembla  aux  Hamel  qu'elle  aussi 
souffrait  dans  son  âme,  qu'elle  gémissait,  et  que 
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rowed  by  age,  going  to  cut  down  the  tree 
which  had  seen  all  the  Hamels  being  born, 
and  seen  all  their  ancestors  die,  even  those  who 
are  spoken  of  no  more,  but  whose  names  are  to 
be  read  on  the  first  page  of  the  Ancienne  Loret- 
te  register.  At  that  moment,  they  were  all 
thinking  of  the  cradles  over  which  the  elm  had 
watched  during  the  very  hot  days,  of  the  happy 
waggonloads  which  it  had  seen  trotting  gaily 
forth  on  the  wedding-mornings,  and  of  the  ma- 
n}^  coffins  which  had  slowly  passed  under  its 
shade  before  being  lowered  into  the  earth. 

It  had  been  decided  to  make  the  giant  fall 
across  the  road,  because  it  leant  a  little  to  that 
side,  and  there  were  no  buildings  in  that  direct- 
ion. Simeon  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  which 
all  the  others  repeated,  and  then  gave  the  first 
stroke  into  the  bark.  Without  delay,  John's 
axe  rose,  swTing,  and  fell  at  an  angle,  making  a 
large  black  chip  fly  into  the  air.  Repeated 
blows  re-echoed  from  the  old  house,  and  it  seem- 
ed to  the  Hamels  that  the  house  also  suffered 
in  its  soul,  that  it  was  groaning,  and  that  soon, 
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tout  à  l'heure,  quand  l'arbre  tomberait,  elle 
s'effonderait  toute  !  La  sueur  coulait  sur  les 
fronts  ridés  des  deux  hommes  et  Vaubel  était 
à  peine  entamé.  Deux  autres  Hamel  vinrent 
les  relayer  et  le  lamentable  travail  reprit  avec, 
une  nouvelle  vigueur.  Les  copeaux  blonds 
dégouttant  la  sève,  étaient  maintenant  semés 
partout,  sur  la  route,  sur  l'herbe,  sur  les  pivoi- 
nes du  pauvre  jardin.  L'arbre  saignait  du 
pied,  mais  le  cœur  tenait  bon,  et  la  tête,  se  jou- 
ant dans  la  brise  fraîche,  chantait  toujours  la 
chanson  millénaire  qui  berce  dans  les  nids  le 
peuple  des  oiseaux.  Ils  voletaient  encore,  les 
oiseaux,  insoucieux  de  la  mort  qui  planait  tou- 
te proche,  sur  les  petits  œufs  couleur  de  ciel  ! 


Deux  autres  haches. 


Vers  quatre  heures,  au  moment  où  un  nua- 
ge blanc  lamé  d'or  passait  sur  le  soleil,  faisant 
taire  le  gazouiUis  dans  la  cime  de  l'orme,  on 
entendit  un  craquement  sourd.     Le  cercle  des 
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when  the  tree  fell,  the  house  also  would  crumble 
to  the  earth  !  The  sweat  streamed  on  the 
wrinkled  foreheads  of  the  two  men,  and  the 
trunk  was  hardly  scratched.  Two  other  Ha- 
mels  came  as  a  relay,  and  the  sorrowful  work 
went  on  T\àth  new  vigour.  The  white  chips, 
dripping  with  sap,  were  now  scattered  every- 
where, on  the  road,  the  grass,  and  the  peonies 
of  the  poor  garden.  The  tree  was  bleeding  at 
its  foot,  but  its  heart  held  good,  and  its  head, 
rejoicing  in  the  fresh  breeze,  was  still  singing 
its  immemorial  cradlesong  for  the  birds  which 
peopled  its  nests.  These  were  fluttering  still, 
unconscious  of  the  death  which  was  hovering 
so  near,  over  those  little  sky-blue  eggs. 


Two  other  axes. 


About  four  o'clock,  at  the  moment  when 
a  white  cloud  edged  with  gold  was  passing  over 
the  sun,  silencing  the  twittering  in  the  top  of 
the  elm,  a  dull  crackling  was  heard.     The  circle 
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curieux  s'élargit  précipitamment.  Au  bas, 
Simeon  avait  saisi  la  hache,  et,  fébrile,  portait 
les  derniers  coups.  L'immense  amas  de  verdu- 
re s'inclina  dans  le  ciel,  lentement  d'abord  ; 
puis  la  chute  s'accéléra  et  celui  que  les  ouragans 
des  siècles  n'avaient  pas  ébranlé,  s'abattit  sur 
le  chemin  et  dans  le  champ  voisin,  s'y  écrasa 
avec  un  bruit  de  tempête  fait  du  bris  des  bran- 
ches, du  choc  menu  des  millions  de  feuilles,  de 
cris  et  de  battement  d'ailes. 

Il  y  eut  cette  minute  de  stupeur  et  de  silen- 
ce recueilli  que  provoque  toujours  le  spectacle 
de  la  grandeur  tombée,  puis  l'on  se  mit  à  l'œu- 
vre pour  débarrasser  la  route.  On  accepta  les 
services  des  voisins.  Les  Hamel  se  répandirent 
dans  la  ramure  et  la  besogne  de  mort  continua, 
acharnée.  A  mesure  que  l'ébranchage  avan- 
çait, le  cadavre  de  l'arbre  devenait  hideux  ; 
dépouillées  de  leurs  feuilles,  les  branches  am- 
putées dressaient  contre  le  ciel  mauve  d'énor- 
mes gestes  de  menace. 

Le  soir  tombait  et  on  alla  souper.     Marie 
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of  the  curious  became  precipitately  larger.  At 
the  foot,  Simeon  had  seized  the  axe,  and  was 
nervously  dealing  the  last  blows.  The  immen- 
se mass  of  verdure  up  in  the  sky,  was  bending 
over,  slowly  at  first,  but  the  fall  quickened,  and 
that  w^hich  the  storms  of  centuries  had  not 
shaken,  crashed  down  upon  the  road  and  the 
adjoining  field,  falling  with  the  noise  of  a 
tempest,  caused  by  the  wreck  of  the  branches, 
the  rustling  of  a  million  leaves,  the  cries  of  the 
birds  and  the  fluttering  of  wings. 

Then  came  that  moment  of  stupor  and 
hush  which  the  sight  of  fallen  grandeur  always 
brings  ;  afterwards  they  set  to  work  to  clear 
the  roadway.  The  services  of  neighbors  were 
accepted.  The  Hamels  spread  out  among  the 
branches,  and  the  work  of  death  was  stubborn- 
ly continued.  In  proportion  as  the  lopping 
continued,  the  dead  body  of  the  tree  became 
unsightly  :  stripped  of  their  leaves,  the  amput- 
ated limbs  stood  out  with  a  gesture  of  deep  me- 
nace, against  the  darkening  sky. 

Evening  came,  and  they  went  in  to  supper. 
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alluma  la  lampe,  et  comme  la  route  ne  pouvait 
rester  barrée  pour  le  lendemain,  jour  de  marché, 
les  hommes  prirent  des  fanaux  et  retournèrent 
à  Touvrage.  Dans  la  nuit  qui  montait  sans  lu- 
ne et  étreignait  toutes  choses,  le  bruit  des  haches, 
le  grincement  des  godendards  s'attaquant  au 
tronc,  le  pas  saccadé  des  chevaux  tirant  à  la 
chaîne  les  énormes  billes,  les  petites  flammes 
qui  couraient  dans  Tarbre,  cette  hâte,  cet  achar- 
nement contre  une  chose  morte  et  tombée,  tout 
cela  avait  l'air  d'un  crime  ! 


Un  mois  après,  le  curé  de  l'Ancienne-Loret- 
te  recommanda  aux  prières  de  ses  paroissiens 
rame  de  Simeon  Hamel,  décédé  à  l'âge  de  soi- 
xante-dix ans.  Marie  le  suivit  de  près.  Ils 
dorment  maintenant  tous  deux  à  côté  des  an- 
cêtres, à  l'ombre  de  l'éghse,  tout  au  bord  de 
Vécorre  de  la  rivière.  En  vérité,  l'homme  et 
l'arbre  avaient  des  racines  communes  dans  la 
terre  des  Hamel  ! 
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Marie  lighted  the  lamp,  and  as  the  road  must 
not  remain  blocked  for  the  morrow,  market- 
day,  the  men  took  lanterns  and  returned  to  the 
work.  During  the  night,  which  came  up  without 
out  a  moon  and  silenced  everything  else,  the 
crash  of  the  axes,  the  rasping  noise  of  the  cross 
cut  saws  attacking  the  trunk,  the  jerking  steps 
of  the  horses  dragging  the  enormous  billets  with 
the  chain,  the  little  flashes  moving  about  in  the 
tree,  this  fury  and  hate  against  a  thing  fallen 
and  dead,  all  this  had  the  seeming  of  a  crime. 


A  month  later,  the  Curé  of  Ancienne  Loret- 
te  commended  the  soul  of  Simeon  Hamel,  de- 
parted this  life  at  the  age  of  seventy  years,  to 
the  prayers  of  the  congregation.  Marie  follow- 
ed him  very  soon.  Now  they  both  sleep  beside 
their  ancestors,  in  the  shadow  of  the  Church 
beside  the  bend  of  the  river.  Truly,  man  and 
tree  had  their  common  roots  in  the  Hamel 
homesstead  ! 
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Les  humbles  qui  \âvent  tout  près  de  ia  ter- 
re et  n'écrivent  pas,  retournent  à  elle  tout  en- 
tiers. Le  peu  qui  reste  d'eux  tient  à  la  maison 
qu'ils  ont  bâtie,  aux  choses  qu'ils  ont  touchées, 
aux  sillons  qui  leur  ont  donné  le  pain,  aux  ar- 
bres qui  leur  ont  donné  l'ombrage.  Aussi  la 
disparition  de  l'orme  a-t-elle  consacré  l'oubh 
de  tous  les  Hamel  d'autre-fois.  Cependant,  les 
jours  de  marché,  quand  les  maraîchers  de  Saint- 
Augustin  et  de  Bel- Air  passent  au  petit  jour, 
enveloppés  dans  leurs  capots  gris,  ils  montrent 
à  leurs  enfants,  du  bout  de  leur  fouet,  ce  qui 
reste  de  l'orme  des  Hamel. 
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The  lowly,  who  live  close  to  the  land,  and 
who  do  no  writing,  return  to  it  unreserved- 
\y.  The  little  which  remains  of  them,  clings 
to  the  house  which  they  have  built,  to 
the  things  they  have  touched,  to  the  furrows 
which  have  yielded  them  their  bread,  to  the 
trees  which  have  afforded  them  shade.  But 
the  disappearance  of  the  elm  has  j^et  deepened 
the  oblivion  of  the  Hamels  of  long  ago. 

Nevertheless,  when  the  market  gardeners 
pass  by,  wrapped  up  in  their  grey  overcoats  in 
the  early  morning  on  market-days,  the}^  point 
out  to  their  children,  with  their  whipstocks,  all 
that  remains  of  the  Hamel  elmtree. 


Jhe  day,  a  beautiful  autumn  day,  was 
turning  cooler  at  its  close.    The  cart- 
load   of  oats   was  slowly  ascending 
the  grassy  road  which   led  to  the 
house   from   the   end  of  the   farm. 

Seated  comfortably  between  the  racks, 
Felix  Delage,  a  man  well  advanced  in  years, 
was  enjoying  the  serenity  of  the  hour  and, 
still  more,  that  delicious  fatigue  which  is 
the  privileged  lot  of  the  worker  on  the  land. 
At  his  feet,  his  son  Basile,  with  pitchfork  in  one 
hand,  was  driving  the  horse  As  they  turned 
the  corner  of  the  barn,  the  father  exclaimed, 
'^  Look,  Basile,  it^s  done,  François  Millette  has 
sold  his  farm.'^     And  in  a  lower  tone  he  repeat- 
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